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Summary 


She heard every cry, even those that had not yet been uttered. He knew where to find her. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Aleksander found Alina in the nursery, pacing around the dim room, walking a circuit past 
the hand-carved cradle, the crib in the corner, the rocking chair sitting in a puddle of silvery 
blue moonlight; the rocking chair was made of the same richly stained wood as their 
marriage-bed. She hadn’t lit the night-light and he supposed she didn’t need to. She wore the 
shawl Genya had knitted for her over her open-necked shift and her feet were bare, her hair 
pulled back in a loosely woven plait. She was murmuring something he couldn’t quite make 
out, maybe the Shu lullaby she’d remembered from a dream, patting the crying baby’s 
swaddled back lightly. He had never imagined something so beautiful could belong to him 
and then he saw the look in her eyes. 


“T can’t do this,” she said. She had sounded less daunted by the Fold. 


“Let me, milaya, you’re tired,” he said, reaching out to take the baby in his arms. Alina shook 
her head. 


“T’m no good at this,” she said. “I don’t know what I’m doing except that it’s all wrong.” 


“What nonsense is this, Alinochka?” he said gently. He’d learned she couldn’t be pushed too 
hard but she needed him as ballast, often in unexpected ways. 


“T don’t know how to be a proper mother,” she said. 


“You could simply do the opposite of everything Baghra did,” he said. Perhaps it was glib, 
but that didn’t make it bad advice. 


“Aleksander, I’m serious,” she protested. 


“The walking isn’t working, you might as come back to bed with her,” he said. “Your feet are 
cold.” 


“She’s supposed to sleep in her cradle,” she said but without any real conviction. He walked 
over, picked up the cradle, and nodded. 


“Tll bring the cradle, come now, Alina.” 


Settled in their bed, Alina let him hold the baby who quieted down with her small face 
pressed against his bare chest. The late nights and early mornings didn’t trouble him, he’d 
had enough sleep in his long life, but Alina was still young and the labor had been long and 
difficult, despite the help of the healers. Something of the child’s power was bound up with 
her mother’s and it cost her something Aleksander couldn’t measure. Still, neither the fatigue 
nor the alteration was what troubled his wife. 


“You are not a proper mother, milaya,” he said, turning his head to look at her, propped up on 
downy pillows. The collar of antlers was less prominent, more part of her, the sharp tines 
softened by her light, the full curve of her breasts. “You are a good mother.” 


“She stopped crying for you, not me,” she said. “She looks at me with such a fierce 
expression--” 


“T know that expression,” he said. “I’ve seen it often enough on your face. She looks like 
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you. 
“Sasha—” 


“You are a good mother, Alina. You come when she cries and you pick her up. You walk with 
her and rock her and nurse her. You sing to her and make rainbows play in the prisms.” 


“T don’t remember my mother,” Alina said, her voice very low, very true. 


“Yes, you do. You sing that song and only Botkin recognized it. You are loyal to a fault, 
willing to make any sacrifice for the ones you hold dear,” he said, stroking the baby’s silky 
dark hair, his eyes intent on his wife. “You go places no one has gone before and you come 
back to us. To me. Your mother did all those things, for as long as she could.” 


“You’re being kind to me, too kind,” she replied. He laughed softly. 


“Alinochka, no one has ever accused me of being too kind. Honestly, I’m the one who should 
be worried. My mother would be the first to say she made mistakes with me, every one she 
could,” he said. The baby took a long breath and he felt the wonderful warmth of her nestled 
in the crook of his arm; she smelled sweetly of her mother’s milk and a scent like fresh 
honeycake that was all her own. There must be some other way to find out if she was Grisha, 
because he would never let the silver ring’s talon cut her palm to see what spilled forth with 
her blood. 


“T don’t worry about you,” Alina said. “I can feel how much you love her as easily as I can 
feel the sun inside of me.” 


“Then perhaps we have our answer, each of us surety for the other as we are with shadow and 
light,” he said, reaching out with his free hand to take hers where it lay on the coverlet. He 
held them both for a long moment, the one he would choose to live in the rest of his life if 
such a choice was offered. 


“T nursed her before you came into the nursery, she should sleep for a while if you put her in 
the cradle,” Alina said. 


“When I put her down, you’ll let me hold you?” he asked. “Let me take your shadows for a 
little while, so you can rest.” 


“Tf you want,” she answered. 


“Milaya, it’s not a matter of wanting. It’s what I am.” He got up and laid the baby in her 
kashmir-lined cradle, her little sleeping face stern as Alina’s could be with his mother’s 
pointed chin. When he got back in the bed, Alina shifted, let him put his arms around her. 


“Tt’s not all you are, Sasha. You are my husband and Ekaterin’s papa, first Lord of the Grisha, 
enabler of David Kostyk’s wildest inventions,” Alina said. “You are the creator of the 


Summoner’s gambit, though it hasn’t won you a shatranj game yet, because you guard your 
queen too long.” 


“As you say, milaya,” he answered, hearing her breath even out into the first of her dreams. 
He let his lips graze her bare shoulder, began to drift off himself. “Sleep well, madraya.” 


End Notes 


Title is from Shakespeare. 


There was some chatter on Tumblr about the desire for kidfic/little darkling fic and between 
that and Orlissa's latest fic, I had this idea about Alina grappling with being an orphaned 
mother and Aleksander being raised in a *complicated* fashion by Baghra. 


Shatranj = chess 
biritch = contract bridge 
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